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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE. 


LORD JOHN CAVENDIESH, 


Late CyanceLLoR of the Excurouer. 
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MISS * X R 2. 4 
Author 2 4. ODE to Mr. MASON” 
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« *Tis juſt to give Applauſe where tis deſerv'd. 
« Thy Virtue, Prince, has ſtood the teſt of fortune, 
Like pureſt gold, that, tortured in the furnace, 
* Comes out more bright, and brings forth all its weight. 
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© be the Bard who, dead to honeſt ſhame, 


; To brands of Faction turns the Muſe's flame: 


NA vrodni od tak 16d: ei as lia uf ; 


1 the Slave who, reckleſs of applauſe, 
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Oppreſfion charm us with an angel's face; . 
Or ſtamps on Virtue's well-earn'd fame a blot, 
Tore remember d when che lays forgot. 9 5 
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EE Equal in the wretch whoſe hackney'd praiſe 


= The fem. le remper af his mind betraysz ; 10 
| From whoſe degraded lyre debate flows 


AAAVCISHIX . 


Applauſe on Bri 1 friends, or rs . 2 
Who meanly greets each riſing Stateſman's ear, 
Wirh firains that Reaſon ſhould diſdain to hear; 
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And, 1 versd i in Adulation' s abject trade, 1 
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Diſpers'd like yapours thro the wilds of air, 


Tho touch'd and heighten'd prich a maſter's care. 20 
Or if they live, with guilt's eternal "TM | 

Brand the baſe Have bo dard the Muſe propline ; 

Glare oa RENEE bid the wiſe, the juſt, 
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leads the gen rous quire, 25 
Warm d wh the Patriot sand the Peers fire. 
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If honeſt Satire claims their 
Truth guides the ſcourge to laſh a 


And tho a thouſand wounds each ſtrain beſtows, 
None dread their i ire but Virtue 8 conſcious toes, 
None from the ſound of their loud threats recoil, 


But thoſe who ve batten d en Can bn s foil; 
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Virtue exulting liftens to the train; 
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To Freedom's cauſe;5and:to) their Country tui, l m 
With gloying hand. Lad fnieochs Hundidg ftrings, 
ill Fame, highegab'tbat/ker wiimaphlaneſmidgepitol 14 
F Should catch the theme, and cid theſphitog around! 55 
Rebellow to henitrumper's:thividering] fobndfiaidon bn 
Til thereconding:Anget fipougnthighs 19) O dou? 
Fir d with ſeraphic,aridpurj) houldirephy;>icd II ods . 
In my immortal volume ball theyithines( & U flod 
„C xpisk, witbothee, nf Th illuſtvioug:linelgh 4 200 
« Who Liberty's: wide-yaying: banner; fred, Hatt 26 
« And: Ws . cauſe, ee I cou 
. | SO i Pet = 8 


4 '} 
Oh glorious meed and bleſt beyond the fame 

Of ſcepter d power; beyond che proud acclame | 
Of War's'enſanguin'd Chiefs ; the godlike mind 65 
By favouring Heaven for fuch renown deſign'd ! 
Where free from Pride, from Envy's mean contreul, 
Impartial Candour rules the ſteady foul ; 

Where true Ambition plumes her towering wings, 
At loftier objects than the wealth of Kings. J0 
Prefers the public weal to private view,, 115972 Fug 
And nobleſt ends by nobleſt means purſues: | | 
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At the full harveſt of thy praiſe aſpire. 5 11 
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With ſteady temper bleſt, to curb the ſtorm 
Of headlong paſſions, which the foul or oil 
And,  unreſtran'd,  maniae rage eure G 2nd 1 
Wich firm EY iple ma! 3635 
Detraction's dagger dares not to aſſaill; of 10 80 | 
And wounds thy virtue in that virtue's friends. ef 520 1 at” 
For truth rever d, with ſſeet perſuaſion fraught, bas f 9 1488 : | | 
And folid judgment by experienee bought. 0%%%ꝗſ * | 
The wounds of ancient enmity to heal, 5 3 


And differing parte join for\Britain's ele 

And when united, harmonize and bind WD” 5 
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Such, Cavenormpary thousqnee wiki Muſe 95 
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What Britain clainiv+from-worth-matuF' by tine, 
And proof againſd 4 *xliguyorld's tempeſtüous climè r 10d 
l muſt remember een 2271L mri HN 
Of Ca'ndiſh, Ruſſel, in one Zngifura2 C 
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On thee, as eiſt on them, her freedom. 0 Gefeh˙tr 1 
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Sires who to every Britiſh heart are dear, 


Whoſe names are reverenc'd by each Briton's ear; 110 


Let that reflection, like the generous pride 
Of ancient Incas, to the ſun ally d, 
Still urge thee on— nor, ſhrinking from the cares 


Which Power or factious Turbulence prepares, 


Thy country's hopes, its confidence betray, 115 


Nor from their glory ſtrike one radiant ray 
Since Heaven ordain d thee, by reflected light, 
To gild their memories with a beam more bright, 


Revive the ancient ſplendour of their names, 


And prove that Freedom ſtill their race enflames | 120 


See! from yon golden cloud great Ruſſel's ſhade, - 
Crown'd with a diadem which ne'er can fade — 
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Where beaming ſtars midſt oak diſplay d reveal 
The Martyr's firmneſs and the Patriots zeal— 
Sublimely hs. and points the bright career, 
Track d with his blood, to Glory's radiant ſphere, 


Bids thee, like him, with dauntleſs breaſt oppole 


The full- wav d torrent of thy Country's foes; 
Like him, embark'd in Freedom's ſteady train, 
Spurn the baſe bondage of Oppreſſion's chain, 
Deſpiſe her threatening frown, her brandiſh'd rod, 
And boldly tread the paths thy fires have trod. 


Thus while the Muſe, prophetic of thy fame, 
Dwells on the riſing glories of thy name, 
3 not, O Ca'xnpisn, with indignant ear, 


Or from my ſong the ſtrains of Flattery fear. 
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To ſcorn the low deſigns, the venal views. 
That Intereſt dictates, and that Guilt purſues; 
To reverence Truth, and, by her precepts led, 
The paths 4 Candour ſtill unbiaſs'd tread, 


Were the juſt rules my infant mind was taught. 


Ere yet my foul the tuneful ardour caught; 


Nor have the world's tumultuous ſcenes effac'd + 


The deep impreſſions early precepts trac d; 


Bow d my free ſpirit, or my ſong controul d, 
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For the mean luere of all-tempting gold. 


Wealth, tho' a bleſſing, I can well reſign, 


To keep the joys of conſcious Virtue mine 5 


J oys which alone ſtill draw Contentment down, 


Tho foes purſue me, and tho fortune frown... 


Each gilded hope that round my cradle beam'd, 
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His baſe ambition, and his baſer art, 1 
Fluſh'd with a Briton's glowing warmth, I feel 165 
| My boſom | burn to hail the Patriots zeal, 


To Solitude's ſequeſter d ſhades confin d, 


- Oppreſs d my Muſe, and curb d my * mind; 
. I feel, the guilty ne er have known, 1 55 
And bliſs beyond the purchaſe of a throne. 
And when 'the ſhades of death around me riſe, 


Chill grows my heart, and dim my cloſing eyes, 
The ſweet reflections drawn from Virtue's ſpring, 


Shall plume with hope my ſoul's expanding wing, 160 


And ſoothe with this bright truth my parting "gh, 
« Juſt haſt thou lid, and uncorrupted die. 


Yet while I ſcorn the flatterer's abject part, 


. r I OO I ECO ot a ˙ ae. , 
- þ Ge 4 n 


{ 19.30 
And, fir d with ardour, would the lyre command 
To found their praiſe thro an admiring land, 
Had Hs beſtow'd a genius for the taſk, 
And numbers lofty as ſuch praiſes ak „„ 170 
But from a Woman's wems voice in vain. 
Still feebly faulters the majeſtic ſtrain, 
Which to the Bard's deep- ſounding tones belong, 
To the rich melody of Mason's ſong. 
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